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It was not quite Yes, but it was close enough for Steve. Jon and Bill and him, all back in one band. It sounded 
like a dream, even if they were not allowed to announce themselves as Yes proper. Though when Steve 
reunited with Jon, after the debacle that was 80's Yes, he realized he didn't really love him anymore. Plus 
being replaced by a younger guitarist was an unforgivable blow. As for Bill, Bill was still Bill. It was like not a 


day passed since he first left Yes. 


Bill thought largely the same of Steve. Except he could now see Steve's ears and sometimes his ribcage. He 
heard from Rick that Steve never stopped being a vegetarian, which didn't surprise him, as all of Steve's 
interests and hobbies stayed the same. He was also as smiling as ever. It was easy to fall back into 


conversation. 


In between rehearsal, when everyone was given a luxurious two hour break (thanks Joni), Bill met Steve by his 
litany of guitars. He noticed that maybe one thing did change from 1912, and it was that Steve seemed to have 
an affinity for the American west- perhaps? Bill was unsure, but Steve's fringed jacket lay neatly on a table, 
and one time he went outside in the sun with a cowboy hat. Not to mention his flannels. 


Steve practiced a casual smise at Bill, continuing to replace the strings on a guitar, "You going to lunch with 
Jon and Rick?" 
"Nah, | don't day drink," Bill replied, slightly jokingly. 


"Oh, me neither," Steve responded a little too passionately, as if he despised the idea 

"You hungry?" Bill asked. "We could go somewhere." 

"No, l- | bring bread from home." 

Bread? Bill thought, full of pity. He just eats bread? "No butter?" 

"Homemade jam." Steve smiled. 

Oh homemade jam, of course. 

"| pack some bananas in the fridge, if you're hungry.." Steve offered, eyebrows raised as if to say ‘sorry: 
Why are they in the fridge? Bill thought before saying, "No thanks, I'm not really that hungry." 

He sat down next to Steve, who was on a short stool anyway. They were almost level with each other. He was 
so used to changing the strings on his guitar that he could look at Bill and listen to him as he did so. Steve 
stared at Bill's lips as he spoke, though nothing really registered. Thankfully no questions were being asked, so 
Steve just nodded and stared at Bill, thinking about the time they first met and thereafter, and how much he 


missed making music with him. It was weird to have to remind himself ‘I missed Bill’ 


"You really should sing too, Bill. Background vocals," Steve mused aloud. He knew Bill didn't fancy himself a singer 


so he thought he'd say something to make him happy. 


‘lm content on just drums, and | think so will be the listeners, but thanks for your input-" Bill laughed, slightly 
flattered. 


Steve felt compelled to place his guitar aside, lean over, and boop Bill Bruford on the nose. So he did. Bill looked 
taken aback, and he laughed. Steve glanced aside, grinning nervously, "Uhm..hh, that was weird, s-s" 


"Not as weird as this. Look; get off your stool.” 

"What?" Steve was hesitant, but Bill widened his eyes and dramatically motioned Steve to sit next to him on 
the floor, so he did. His lip was still curled in nervous apprehension and regret. "Are you going to punch me?" 
he asked jokingly. 


Bill shook his head and leaned forward, booping his nose against Steve's nose. "Isn't this weird?" 


Steve was stunned, staring cross eyed at Bill's face so close to his own He could feel his breath on his lips; 
this was basically kissing already. ".. Yes," he answered at last. 


Bill knew that Steve wanted this, or else he would have pulled away long before it became as awkward as it did. 
So Bill kissed him, closing his lips around Steve's. The latter jerked in surprise but leaned into it, murmuring 
past Bill's mouth, "I like you...” 


"| know," he whispered back, letting Steve scooch closer. "It's obvious." 
Steve broke away from their kiss, placing a hand over his forehead, "It's hot in here, right?" 


‘Only a little bit." 


‘lm not kidding; l'm overheating," Steve said quietly, flipping his hair back over his shoulder while Bill watched 
impatiently. Steve turned to Bill, "Do you mind?" he asked, fingers brushing against the buttons of his shirt. 


‘Only if you don't mind if | take off my shirt later," Bill answered bluntly, though with a smile. 


‘tm- l'm not- it's just hot in here- the lights are so strong-" He panted as he shrugged off his button-down. 
His arms were small and so was his chest, Bill observed. "Come on," Steve groaned, "stop staring.. we've seen 
each other shirtless before. You used to always be without a shirt in the summer! Anyway, let's smoke a 


little." 


"No no, you won't do me in with your weeding, Stevie; | don't like day smokers, either." Bill joked, leaning 
towards Steve and beginning to plant kisses on his lips again. He could feel Steve flush and Bill pulled his lips 
away, kissing instead his exposed collar bone. His large hand cusped a warm shoulder and he helped himself to 
sucking on the skin of Steve's neck. He observed that the smaller man felt sinewy despite his stature, or 
maybe he was just tensing under Bill's touch. Steve's eyes were glazed over as he held Bill, in awe more than 


anything. 


Bill broke away and left Steve cold to take off his own shirt, returning to Steve in less than a few seconds and 
locking lips again. Steve wrapped his arms around Bill, accepting a mouthful of his tongue. Soon he was against 


the scarcely carpeted floor of the studio, Bill lying over him and careful not to lean on Steve's hair. 
"Has anyone ever told you you're kind of cute?" Bill asked gently. 


Steve curled a lip and looked away, only for his eyes to spot a door opening and in come several loud speaking 
men, helping to carry one of Rick's keyboards into the room. Bill and Steve held each other, stunned, hoping to 
remain hidden. Unfortunately a man supervising the move spotted them immediately, "Oh Jesus, nearly gave 


me a heart attack, what in bloody-" 


"Can't you have fucking told us when you'd be carrying that thing in here?! Don't just barge into places-" 
Steve chided from the floor, his voice cracking. 


The men shook their heads, wiping sweat from their foreheads when they were done. Unbeknownst to the two 


musicians, the men only thought Bill was helping Steve from a fall or something innocuous; their shirts being 


off was obvious to the roadies- the room was very very warm after all. 


